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Ton .—“ Tugeiliòr “Gwenith Gwgn. 


Myíì syd(?fachgeu ieuanc íföl, 

¥n caru’n öl fy fPansi: 

Mi yn 'bugeilio’r gwenith gwyn, 

Ac aralhyn ei fedi. 

O ! p’am na .ddçwi ar fy* ôl, 

Bhyw ddyd ar dl eu gdydd; 
■Owaitli ’r ẃ’yn dy‘wel’d y feinir fack; 
Tn lauacli, lanacli beunydd. 


■Glanacli, lanacli. ẃyt boh dydd, 

Neu íì sy am ffyd yn ffolacli ? 

Er mu^n 'y Gwr a wuaeth dy wêdd, 
Gwna im’ drugaredd bellach. 
0;cwyn dy ben—gwél occo draw ;‘ 

Eho i mi’th law, Gwen dirion, 
■Gwaith yn dy fynwes, berth ei thro,, . 
Mau allwedd clo fy nghalon. 

Mi godais -heddyw gyda’r wawr, 

Gan frysio’n fawii’ fy lludded, 

Eel cawn gusan#,llun dy droed, 

Fu r’hy^ y Goed yn cerdedd. 

O ! cwyn fy .îih©n o’r galar maith, • 
A^j:;rchns iaith gwariueb,^ 

GwaiLh mwy na’r byá i’r mab a'th grifç 
Yw golwg .ar dy wyneb. 


Tra fo dw’r ŷp-.y ruor hal}t, . 

^A thra fo ’ngwallt yn tyfu, 
A thra fo calon yn fy mroii, 
Mi fydda’n ffyddlpn iti. 

O ! dywed imi’r gŵ heb gcf, 
A rho dan sël a|;el)ion, f 
T’un ai myíi, neu arall Gwen,, 
■Sydd oren gan dy galon. 



THB POWEE OF LOYE 


I viéw the /World with heedless eye, T 
Wêalth,*^Pomp-, and Pow’r, what palla’y things 
Let such deceitfiü trash supply 

The wants of Knave's, the piide of Kings ; 

Of Kature’s nobler joys possess’d, 

> My wish ohtained, my Delia’s love,* ' 

^^|ie s0ul of transport mwbreast, 

I'^sing, and emuldte th'e ble^ d 
'lhat dwell in realms above.' 

Though doom’d with thee, my lovely fair, 

O’er Libya’ s burning sands to stray, 

Love can réfresh the torrid air„ 

^ Thy smile disarm the scorching ray ; 
Employ’d on .|hee, this joyful tongue 

Shall to the waste my passion tell; , 

I’ll walk the savage wilds along, 

.A,n.d, in excess of glowing song, 

,On thee, my chîirmer, ŵeU. 

Th(^ugh bauish’d far, wncrc polar.shies . 

. '*ÿ’rown on l^e drcary glens bclow; 

Where through deejj^ gloora^the. whirlwind Äies, 
Whère Wiuter hcaps th’ él^al snow ; 

TÌie glowing heart can Ihere be>|í^ile^_ 

The rigours of aij endless frpst'; ; 

Cheer up to Joy thç^e^ert isle, 

And warm, Avith Love’s refulgcnt smilqg^^ 
,^The loiig-beniglited eoast. 

The tliiiudci’s peal, 'rhc’ madden’d''St(3ì'm, 

Tlic *Ì!^e tliat snclls with Alpine height, * 
Pcll DaiigCT, iiì each' h‘iggard form, P 

* Caü ne'cr my dauutless hcart aífright; 
><Çiíim'Misforlune’s rude elccess, 

Wiiü^^iorror iu;i1<cs alLnature quake ; 

' Chccr’dMiy thy loolfsân îdl distress, ' ; 

I’ll tune the song of Happiîiess, * * 

.^eí suffer for thy sakc. - 

Dayi^Ýrmter, Goẅridgo^ . Iolo MoeöIi 


